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on in a comb factory because his knowledge of his craft was
of no assistance to him. He had been taken on eventually
as a jam-jar labeller and heavy porter in some conserve
factory in the East End. And then as something strong and
unskilled in a soap works in the Lee marshes. And in work
for a week, and out for three. And in for three months and
out for a month. And the wife getting thin and losing her
looks, and the children's shoes letting the water in and they
not getting proper education because of change of schools.
He had been in work then for thirteen months . . . and he
shuddered when he said it:
"Makes you think the time's all the nearer when you'll
be out again/* he said. He wasn't begging or anything.
It seemed to be a waste of good material.
§
It wasn't a new thought to me—that the medieval serf was
better off than the industrial worker of that day. I was pretty
convinced of it. Or that even the negro slave was. You were
valuable cattle. It is abhorrent that one man should be the
property of another—spiritually degrading. . . . But if
you have to waste your whole mind on agonies at being out
of work or on agonies at the thought that to-morrow you
may be out of work—with all the concomitant agonies for
your dependents—it does not seem to me that you are
spiritually better off than serf or slave. . . . And it could
not be very good for the world if it succeeded in breeding
men who were indifferent to those conditions.
s
I don't write as a communist—or that may possibly be
reactionary. ... I don't care. I write rather as a man
who should go along a road and see some sheep over the
hedge who were not doing well. . . . And I should go to
the farmer and suggest his throwing a little sorghum cake
on the meadow morning and evening. The cake would
increase the mtrates in the dung; and the improved dung
would help the grass in the meadow. . . . And so on,
. . . Talking like that.

